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Tdo  My  Jiusband 


T.  C. 

STRANGE  white  bird  had  nested  in  my  heart, 

I  know  not  whence  it  came  ; 

Albeit  a  song  surged  upward  to  my  throat, 

Scorching  as  flame. 

Beloved !     If  it  died  upon  my  lips, 

Arose  and  died  unsung, 

And  haply  made  a  silence  when  the  Night 

Fell  jewel-hung. 

And  if  perchance  I  hid  beneath  my  robe, 

A  moon-beam,  or  the  Dawn's 

White  languor,  or  it  may  be,  e'en  a  rose, 

And  gave  you  thorns, 

You  gathered  them,  and  wove  a  crown  of  flowers, 

Great  Heart !     I  wonder  how  ! 

Which  I,  unknowing,  raised  my  hands  to  find 

Upon  my  brow. 
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To  the  Setting  Sun. 

OW  falls  the  hour  when  Fate  were  fain  to  take 

The  residue  of  all  the  scarlet  pride 

Of  Day  :  and  down  the  intertissued  sky, 

By  glory  upon  glory  magnified, 

Most  lazily,  in  nacre  cloak  arrayed, 

Majestically  silent,  wendest  Thou. 

And  hazed  by  the  hap  of  many  dreams 

Perchance  would  yoke  Orion  to  The  Plough, 

Or  sow  the  stars  disordered  in  the  sky, 

Drawing  the  Gilded  Stopper  of  the  Night 

And  all-spilled  ecstasies  o'er-laying  earth 

Set  free,  to  dance  and  flicker  in  the  light. 

Now  falls  the  hour  when  winged  vapours  close 

All  tenderly  the  day-flowers,  and  the  strange 

Voluptuous  blooms  of  Night  unbind  their  hair 

In  amorous  delirium,  to  range — 

Most  exquisite  and  drowsy  neophytes — 

Darkly  seductive,  thro'  expentant  glades. 

And  lo  !     The  crumbling  font,  ancient  and  still, 

Is  netted  in  their  magical  parades 

And  straight  is  hewn,  as  by  Titanic  hand 

Of  emerald  .  .  . 

While  glimm'ring  luminous  within  the  bowl 

Leaps  water  cast  of  one  entire  moon's 

Reflection,  or  some  meteored  aureole 

Of  potency  forgotten.     Soft  the  swish 

Of  carmine  fishes,  strewing  fairy  rings 

Upon  the  surface  sounds,  as  all  night  long, 

They  sing  of  jewels  lost  by  Eastern  Kings. 
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The  Fountain. 

HE  fountain  plays  'neath  the  indifferent  moon 

The  languid  diamonds  fall  wearily, 

To  dip  their  radiance  in  the  dreaming  pool 

And  lose  themselves  in  brimming  ecstasy. 

But  could  I  slip  into  its  silverness 

To  make  the  whiteness  of  my  limbs  more  white, 

And  all  lost  stars  deliriously  clasp 

Unto  my  breast ;  so  might  I  bathe  in  light, 

So  might  I  bathe  in  starlight,  weave  the  faint 

Dusk-woven  irises  which  deck  the  rim 

Into  a  robe,  into  a  silken  robe, 

A  whisp'ring  robe  to  please  my  lightest  whim. 

Then  would  I  snatch  the  pollen  from  the  flowers 

Which  drench  the  midnight  with  their  incense  rare, 

And  place  it  in  some  great  white  poppy  cup 

That  I  might  pour  it  out  upon  my  hair. 

0  Love  of  Mine !     Tread  softly  on  the  grass ; 
For  all  my  thoughts,  like  fairies,  run  to  you 
Across  its  green  exquisiteness,  and  draw 
Your  spell-bound  foot-steps  to  me  o'er  the  dew. 
Your  lids  are  almost  covering  your  eyes 

1  hold  your  soul  between  my  two  small  hands. 
Look !  The  roses  scarcely  dare  to  breathe 
And  one  tall  lily  like  a  Naiad  stands. 

Were  I  to  live  ten  thousand  thousand  lives 
The  memory  of  this  one,  this  perfect  night 
Would  stay  for  ever,  imaged  on  my  soul 
In  all  its  purple  splendour  and  delight. 


Our  heart-beats  sing  a  love-song  to  the  stars 
Which  echo  it  again  in  one  long  note. 
To-night  I  am  all-woman  and  all  yours 
How  your  kisses  burn  upon  my  throat ! 


y 


Your  Kisses, 

OUR  kisses  lie  upon  my  lips 

In  solemn  majesty,  each  one. 

Can  you  not  see  your  kisses  on  my  lips ! 

Like  fresh  crushed  rose-leaves  in  the  sun? 

See !  All  my  blood  has  rushed  to  them 
In  glowing  scarlet  trail, 
So  must  they  ever  seek  your  mouth, 
Leaving  my  hands  pale. 
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'Benumbed. 

IND— Wind— Wind 

You  are  full  of  a  great  unrest, 
Would  you  fan  the  moon  into  flame, 
Or  clasp  the  night  to  your  breast? 
Or  run  on  the  mountain  tops, 
Leaping  from  peak  to  peak, 
Where  frozen  cobwebs  are  hung 
With  opalescent  drops? 
For  the  Night  is  purple  and  blue, 
But  here  and  there  a  star 
Is  sick  of  a  hidden  woe, 
Sick  and  weary  too. 

Wind— Wind— Wind, 
Bend  your  immaculate  hands, 
The  sky  is  an  open  road, 
Leading  to  charmed  lands. 
When  shall  mine  eyes  behold 
The  languid  buds  of  the  Dawn? 
When  shall  the  restless  stars 
Sweep  from  their  orbits  old? 
When  shall  the  almandine 
Shatter  its  crimson  walls? 
Shatter  them  ;  even  as  I 
Must  burst  these  fetters  of  mine. 
0  Fevers  of  the  sky ! 
Fall  from  me  !     Ere  I  die  ! 
Ere  I  die ! 
Even  I ! 


ii 


e 


Night  !  Come  Voton  ! 

i* 

OULD  I  but  hold  the  Night  within  mine  arms  ; 

My  still,  my  Silent  Lover,  Night. 

And  in  his  vastness  find  the  Endless-Me, 

And  in  his  sweetness  all  delight. 

Then  should  the  fear  and  numbness  of  the  day, 

Fall  slowly — slowly  from  my  soul, 

Drop  after  drop,  like  thunder-fettered  rain, 

Which  leaves  the  Heavens  blue  and  whole. 

And  I  would  weave  the  perfume  of  the  rose 

Into  a  carpet  for  my  king, 

And  all  his  stars  should  make  a  path  for  me 

And  Sirius  be  my  Wedding  King. 

And  the  capricious  moon  should  idly  skip 

On  tip-toe  down  the  jewelled  sky, 

To  fasten  gleefully  my  bridal-robe, 

And  kiss  my  brow  in  soft  good-bye. 

All  the  desires  which  sleep  upon  my  lids 

Should  waken  in  that  still  green  air 

Desires  fantastic  as  chaotic  clouds, 

To  find  a  deep  fulfilment  there. 

0  Night !     Come  down  !  and  noiselessly  unfold 
Your  wings,  so  purple  and  so  brown, 

Tho'  Life  tho'  Death  await  me  with  your  lips 

1  care  not  which.     So  night !     Come  down ! 
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To  Mary  of  Bethany. 

'•At 

HEY  sometimes  pass  me  on  their  way 
Thro'  city  streets,  wrought  by  the  rain 
Into  one  mighty  burnished  shield 
Of  ever  moving  blue  and  grey. 
Or   sometimes,    'neath   the  wheeling  stars, 
When  flaming  phosphorescent  bars 
Enfold  the  broken  hush  of  Night 
They  pass,  with  soft  unearthly  tread, 
Pale  men  and  women  and  my  soul 
Still  passes  with  them,  faintly  white. 
And  lo !  I  tread  a  road  not  made 
Of  common  stone,  but  set  with  jade, 
And  start,  in  mute  amaze  to  find 
Thev  hold  the  moon  between  their  hands 
As  if  it  were  some  hallowed  flower 
They  sheltered  from  the  swinging  wind. 
The  pensive  Dawn  unclasps  her  veil 
To  cover  them  with  cob-webbed  mail, 
And  lead  them  slowly — slowly  on 
Thro'  rustling  blueness,  to  the  land 
Where  Sound  and  Silence,  speaking  low, 
In  Crystal  Solitude,  are  one. 
For  all  the  glamour  of  the  dim 
Enchanted  forest  hangs  in  slim 
Exotic  streamers  over  them, 
And  many  a  virgin  peak  they  gain 
Which  haply  I  may  never  win, 
And  many  a  thorny  diadem. 
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Oh  you !  who  have  not  in  your  heart 
A  wandering  rainbow  or  a  rose, 
Or  in  your  soul  a  nightingale, 
Or  on  your  lids  a  searing  smart, 
Tread  carefully !     Lest  in  your  zeal 
You  grind  a  star  beneath  your  heel ; 
And  turning  find — for  turn  you  must- 
A  Seraph  lying  in  the  dust. 
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'Beyond  the  Eyelids  of  the  World. 
la* 


2> 


KOP  down  in  silence  !     Cedar  Cones ! 
And  grey-massed  clouds,  drop  down ! 
Where  heart-beats  seek  forgetfulness, 
And  men's  pale  passions  turn  to  dust, 
Drop  silently,  since  drop  you  must. 

Drop  down  in  silence  !     O  my  tears ! 
Sadder  than  sound.     Drop  down ! 
Beyond  the  Eyelids  of  the  World 
To  some  far  planet's  sunless  sea 
Losing  all  bitterness.     Drop  silently ! 
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Would  That  Some  Hand. 

HE  Silence  hangs  like  phosphorescent  gauze 

Above  the  misty  passing  of  the  day, 

And  strange,  sweet  beauty  of  all  parting  things, 

As  fading  lights,  as  songs  that  drift  away, 

As  those  most  piteous  tears  which  die  unshed, 

And  all  the  evanescent  loveliness 

Of  Sound,  and  Sight,  and  Touch,  and  Silent  Hours, 

Fitfully  realized,  as  some  caress 

Of  loved,  departed  hands. 

Would  that  some  hand  as  kindly  slow  might  fold 

Before  my  pain  the  lashes  of  the  night, 

Covering  my  anguish  from  the  eyes  of  men, 

And  all  my  weary  terrors  from  the  light ; 

In  that  still  hour  when  gasping  forth  my  soul 

From  this  slim  vase  of  gold  and  ivory, 

May  I  behold  the  dimly-moving  sky 

Above  me,  as  mine  eyes  close  heavily, 

And  thro'  my  languor  feel  upon  my  lids 

The  pallid  fingers  of  the  Maiden-moon  ; 

With  soft,  transparent  pressure  sealing  up 

Each  fringed  portal,  as  I  slowly  swoon 

My  life  away  .  .  . 
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Let  the  Night  Come, 

ET  the  night  come !     For  I  would  hear  the  beat, 
Gently  monotonous,  of  hearts  and  feet, 
Beating  upon  the  silence  of  the  world 
With  consonant  and  friendly  hum, 
Let  the  night  come  ! 

Let  the  night  come !     Oh  I  must  have  some  sound ! 
Tender  and  exquisite,  to  bind  around 
My  piteous  flowers,  all  faded  and  unblown, 
My  nests  which  will  be  ever  dumb. 
Let  the  night  come ! 
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To  Too  Ch'ien. 

(After  reading  "  The  Peach-Blossom  Fountain.") 


n 


IGH  sixteen  hundred  years  have  passed,  and  yet 
Your  song,  like  some  forgotten  melody, 
Or  perfume  spilled  beyond  the  dust  of  years 
Creeps  petal-shod  a-down  the  ages  blue 
As  songs  must  ever  do. 

I  too  have  bound  me  in  the  river's  hair 
And  drifted  'wildered  to  the  magic  grot, 
Mooring  my  boat  amid  the  peach-trees'  shade, 
I,  too,  have  mourned  my  elfin  city  lost, 
That  threshold  ne'er  recros't. 

But  I  have  built  a  city  in  my  soul, 
Each  spire  an  aspiration,  and  each  gold 
And  pearl  encrusted  dome  a  wondrous  dream, 
Each  paved  way  a  sweet  reality, 

A  smile  each  mighty  tree. 

This  shall  be  mine !     This  amaranthine  flower 
No  sun  shall  wither,  and  no  wind  consume. 
But  gentle  rain,  soft  of  necessity, 
As  Tears  of  Peace  shall  sanctify  each  shrine, 
This  shall  be  mine ! 


Your  Sweetness  Fills  the  Jewelled  Night. 


y 


To  G.  C. 

OUK  sweetness  fills  the  jewelled  night, 
Making  it  silent  with  delight, 
While  every  flower  hangs  her  head 
That  she  may  better  hear  your  tread  ; 
Praying  the  moon  to  sail  the  sky 
In  radiant  amber  panoply  : 
That  when  with  idle  step  you  pass 
A-down  the  path  of  gem-strewn  grass, 
Your  shadow  gliding  slow  may  rest 
Still  for  a  moment  on  her  breast, 
While  each  small  blade  shall  softly  cling 
About  your  feet,  to  hail  you  king, 
The  midnight  clouds  which  grow  and  fade 
Of  mingled  turquoise,  pearl,  and  jade, 
Shall  bend  their  broad  sails,  fold  on  fold, 
Like  strange  enchanted  ships  of  old ; 
And  half  in  gladness,  half  in  fear, 
For  love  of  you  draw  slowly  near, 
And  all  that  is  most  great  and  fair 
Shall  rise  up  smiling,  joy-kissed,  rare, 
To  claim  a  kinship  close  and  true, 
A  brotherhood  complete  with  you. 
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To  India, 

O  !     We  can  never  right  thy  wrong ! 

It  is  too  grievous  and  too  deep  for  vain 

And  paltry  speech.     Too  heavy  with  that  dark 

And  lesser  self,  that  we  were  all  too  fain 

To  rise  above. 

So  do  we  come  ;  not  as  the  mighty  come, 

Nor  with  a  voice  raised  loud  to  justify, 

But  wordless — wholely  shamed — as  in  the  dim 

Almost  forgotten  days,  one  did  deny 

Christ,  and  His  soul,  and  at  the  look  which  leapt 

Into  those  Suffering  Eyes,  went  forth  and  wept. 
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To  Tokeramo  San. 

EN  thousand  nights  have  hung  their  mystery 
Upon  your  lashes,  and  with  finger-tips 
Dazed  and  dreamy  strayed  along  your  hair, 
Drinking  your  loveliness  in  languid  sips, 
Drooping  above  your  sleep. 

And  oh !  I  think  mine  eyes  have  lost  the  way 
Of  seeing  anything,  save  you  alone  ; 
Give  me  the  pain,  the  glory  of  your  lips ! 
For  all  the  voices  of  my  world  have  grown 
Wholely  and  strangely  still. 

Thus  pausing,  almost  fearfully,  I  take 
The  solemn  wonder  of  my  womanhood 
In  both  my  hands,  as  if  it  were  a  flower, 
Or  deep  libation  of  my  heart's  fierce  blood, 
To  pour  before  a  shrine. 

And  on  the  altar  of  your  fullest  dreams, 
Your  highest  aspirations  do  I  place 
The  rose  of  me.     And  since  all  women  smile 
In  mighty  moments  ;  gazing  on  your  face, 
I  smile — to  hide  my  tears. 
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0.  W.  J. 

0-DAY,  I  gave  a  fragment  of  my  soul 

Into  your  hands, 
Just  as  I  might  have  given  you  a  rose, 
Fresh  from  my  garden,  dew-filled,  exquisite, 
And  in  its  vast  perfection  meeting  all 

The  World's  demands. 

And  tho'  you  did  not  know  that  I  had  given 

You  anything, 
I  fancied  after,  when  I  looked  at  you, 
The  tender  lines  which  live  around  your  mouth, 
Were  tenderer  still,  and  that  your  voice  held  yet 

A  gladder  ring. 

I  hope  with  all  my  heart,  O  Flower  of  Life ! 

That  this  was  true. 
Then  must  I  live  my  noblest  and  my  best 
So  that  each  thought  which  rushes  to  your  soul 
Shall  be  an  inspiration  full  and  deep, 

Befitting  you. 

Believe  that  there  was  nothing  light  or  vain, 

In  my  small  gift, 
The  sanctity  of  which  I  pray  may  pour 
Some  joy  and  wonder,  dear,  upon  your  way, 
Thus  any  greatness  which  may  dwell  in  me 

Shall  love  uplift. 
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Vashti. 

To  M.  R.  S. 

ET  your  step  be  hushed  as  you  pass  by ! 
Let  your  tongue  be  silent !     For  the  sun 
Sinks  down  in  blood-bespattered  savagery, 
With  poisoned  purple  throat  and  baleful  eye. 
Accursed  be  this  spot !     Where  in  the  old 
And  scarce  remembered  days  they  forced  her  great 
White  soul  into  a  small  and  bitter  cup, 
And  gibbering  dashed  it  to  the  earth.     Behold ! 
The  languid  breezes  impotently  pine, 
The  Champaks  gleam,  and  whisper  thro'  the  dusk 
Of  pallid  blossoms  bruised  by  leperous  hands, 
And  star-dust  crushed  to  make  a  meal  for  swine. 
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Dream=Goblets. 

To  M.  T. 

NE  came  with  subtle  scent  of  musk,  and  sat 

Here  by  my  side ;  speaking  of  many  things. 

And  ever  grew  her  voice  more  far  away, 

And  ever  sailed  my  soul  on  azure  wings. 

What  spell  of  ancient  Ispahan  had  crept 

On  spiced  sandals  from  the  drowsy  south? 

What  spell  had  stripped  the  foliage  of  sleep 

Away,  and  brought  you  back  to  drink  my  mouth? 

For  in  the  pride  of  that  most  hallowed  day 

You  were  my  Tristan,  my  Paolo  each 

And  every  Splendid  Lover  of  the  past 

Grown  strangely  wonderously  within  the  reach 

Of  my  most  wondering  arms. 

I  dangled  all  the  gay  and  sumptuous  hours 

Like  jewels  delicately  set ;  for  Night 

Unrolled  the  Glamoured  Phantasy  of  Dream, 

And  Day  gave  once  again  unto  my  sight 

The  swift  essential  glory  of  your  face. 

The  tranquil  Earth  grew  richly  intimate 

With  Beauty's  Soul ;  and  Life  so  passing  rare 

It  seemed  the  plates  were  pearl  from  which  I  ate, 

And  golden  wine  from  tall  Dream-Goblets — wrought 

By  old  Venetian  artifice — I  quaffed 

As  might  some  fair  Mediaeval  Queen,  nor  thought 

Of  seared  hearts. 

Softly  you  came  and  clasped  my  listless  hands 

Tend 'ring  your  utter  soul  unto  mine  eyes, 
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Taking  farewell  of  me  as  I  were  God, 

Wordless,  piteous,  beneath  the  skies, 

Passing  in  silence  down  the  silent  dusk  .  .  . 

One  came  to  me  with  subtle  scent  .  .  .  of  .  .  .  musk. 
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Pomegranate  Red. 

1ST  upon  the  corn 
In  the  early  morn, 
Ripples  on  the  lake 
All  the  World's  awake. 

Summer's  golden  noon 
Slips  away  too  soon 
Comes  the  rain,  the  rain 
Life  is  on  the  wane. 

Pomegranate    Red, 
Were  the  lips  of  the  dead, 
Now  they  are  still  and  white, 
Like  lily-buds  at  night. 

Pomegranate  Red 

Were  the  lips  of  the  dead, 

Bury  them  out  of  sight, 

They  were  my  heart's  delight. 

Night  is  dropping  down, 
On  the  ruined  town, 
God  !     My  God  !     Send  sleep  ! 
To  all  the  eyes  that  weep. 
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On  the  Thames. 

HO'  I  am  conscious  that  the  reeds  rise  up 
To  watch  the  steamer  passing  on  its  way, 
And  tho'  the  rushes  'neath  the  river's  feet 
Bend  to  the  swift  desires  of  the  day ; 
Yet  in  mine  eyes  there  is  no  room,  no  space, 
Save  for  the  full  cobalt  which  dropping  light 
Covers  the  silence  of  the  tree-massed  hills, 
And  sobs  into  the  pulse  which  binds  my  sight. 
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Through  a  Storm  in  a  Side=car 
With  No  Wind  Screen. 

LASHING,  lashing, 

Stinging,  swinging, 

Whips  of  fire  and  ice, 

Palpitating,  lacerating, 

Screaming,  shouting, 

Bristling,  whistling, 

Down  the  road — the  road — the  road — 

Dark  the  clouds,  the  hills  still  darker, 

Sheets  of  flaming,  freezing  hail, 

Fast  clenched  teeth  and  throat  a-throbbing, 

Lo  !  I  am — I  am — I  am  ! 

Thus  I  live  in  thy  fierce  life. 

Roaring,  soaring, 

Flaring,  tearing, 

Intonating  wind, 

Life  is  mine,  and  Death  is  mine, 

Mine  the  black  exulting  sky, 

Mine  the  blasting  deafening  din. 

Donner  !     Woten  !     I  adore  you  ! 

Fling  my  pulsing  heart  before  vou 

Ah  .  .  . 

What  smell  of  human  sacrifice, 

Or  seething  hiss  of  baking  blood 

Were  ever  sweeter  in  thy  nostrils 

Than  my  praise? 
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Swimming  at  DaWn. 

Tib 

KEEN  Serpent !     Who  with  glittering  mail 
And  mouth  of  passion,  stripst  the  veil 
From  off  the  budded  breast  of  Earth, 
Drinking  her  tortured  sweetness,  Hail ! 

O  tongues  of  flame !     0  tongues  of  ice ! 
O  searing  breath  of  salt  and  spice, 
Enfold  me  from  this  lassitude, 
Enchant  me  with  thy  jewelled  eyes. 

Crush,  in  your  amethystine  stains 
This  dull  stagnation  from  my  veins 
And  bid  your  tepid  currents  cling 
About  me  ere  the  starlight  wanes. 

For  I  would  pluck  the  mirrored  stars 
From  off  your  surface  ;  even  Mars, 
And  bind  them  sparkling  in  my  hair, 
As  I  had  plucked  them  from  a  vase. 

And  I  will  give  the  Very-Me 
Into  your  keeping,  utterly  ; 
All  I  shall  never  give  to  man 
Green  Serpent !  will  I  give  to  thee. 

Fierce  Snake !  I  worship  thy  low  hiss 
What  bliss  holds  heaven  more  deep  than  this? 
Thus — tear  my  garments  from  my  limbs 
And  yield  my  whiteness  to  your  kiss. 
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To  the  Sphinx, 

VER  your  pale  enchantments,  like  a  robe, 

En  wind  your  beauty  in  a  'broidered  snare 

Making  the  silence  weep  for  lack  of  thee, 

The  skies  lean  down  to  thee,  and  all  the  rare 

O'er-teeming  essences  of  drowsy  Night 

Spill  at  thy  feet  .  .  .     The  sand  is  still  .  .  . 

Heavy  and  languid,  having  looked  on  thee, 

Lost  to  all  pain,  all  feeling,  and  all  Will, 

Beneath  thy  gaze. 

I  think  the  soul  of  Old  Atlantis  dwells 

Within  you,  silent,  inarticulate, 

Enfolding  all  the  power,  all  the  might, 

And  all  the  cruelty  insatiate 

Of  that  dim  age. 

And  lo !  thy  woven  sorceries  have  crept 

Potent,  illusive,  from  the  spiced  hair 

Of  Toltec  Queens,  to  live  again  in  thee. 

O  Sweetness  !     0  most  Exquisite  Despair ! 

O  Incensed  Breath !  Pervading  all  the  earth, 

You  pour  a  trouble  on  the  lids  of  sleep 

Stirring  strange  memories,  and  stranger  dreams. 

The  world  seems  almost  dead,  and  thro'  my  deep 

Immaculate  enhancement  I  behold 

Your  soul,  like  some  sad  meteor  burning  thro' 

Its  mask  of  stone, 

And  watching  ever  o'er  the  loneliness 

Of  life  and  the  Illimitable  Blue. 

My  moon-swept  solitudes  perchance  await 

With  long  ecstatic  arms.     But  tho'  I  drink 
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The  Cup  of  Midnight,  jewelled  to  the  brim, 

Or  stand  triumphantly  upon  the  brink 

Of  some  dim  incarnation  yet  to  be, 

I  shall,  rememb'ring  all  the  hush  and  glow, 

And  quivering  glamour  of  this  night,  return. 

Keturn  with  foot-steps  intimate  and  slow, 

To  find  your  face  uplifted  to  the  sky, 

And  one  bright  star  down-sweeping  from  the  crest 

Of  this  incalculable  dome,  to  lie 

In  mute  magnificence  upon  your  breast. 
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Lost  Phantasies, 

HEN  my  last  song  is  sung,  and  in  the  sconce 
One  feeble  taper  glimmers  ;  when  the  fair 
Purpurea!  pageant  of  my  dreams,  no  more 
Shall  pass  with  rhythmic  footfall,  down  the  grey 
And  lordly  vistas  of  the  Milky  Way. 

Then,  O  Belov'd  !     Grieve  not  that  I  depart : 
Save  for  these  poor  Lost  Phantasies  of  mine, 
Which  so  must  perish  with  me,  being  all 
Too  fragile,  and  too  exquisitely  mute, 
To  step  the  arched  mazes  of  my  lute. 

When  this  proud  marble  shattered  in  the  dust 
Lies,  'mid  my  broken  butterflies  and  flowers, 
Keep,  O  Beloved!  All  unspoken  songs, 
All  Silences,  ensouled  beyond  the  ken 
Of  earth.     Beyond  the  trampling  feet  of  men. 
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To  Pan. 

ITHIN  thy  world  of  verdant  secrecies 
And  vague  illusive  rhythms,  where  the  trees 
Stoop  down  to  touch  the  sleeper,  there  I  slept. 
Till  down  the  glade  in  quivering  cadence  leapt 
The  riot  of  thy  dance,  and  I  beheld 
Thee — Pan — in  all  thy  swift  unparalleled 
Abandonment.     But,  sudden  glimpsing  me 
Thy  revels  ceased,  and  slowly,  wond'ringly, 
Step  after  step  you  came,  drooping  amazed 
Above  me,  as  my  spirit  hung  enhazed, 
'Twixt  sleep  and  waking.     Nearer — nearer  still — 
No  touch  of  hands,  and  yet  our  souls  enthrill 
Swam  in  one  golden  glance  of  sweet  emprise, 
O  to  have  held  thine  eyes  !     Held  thus  thine  eyes ! 
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The  SiWer  'Birch. 

KINCESS  !  I  think  that  in  the  ages  dim 
Some  giant  spied  you,  walking  pale  and  slim, 
Upon  the  pleasance  by  the  lily-pool ; 
And,  hungering  for  your  beauty,  for  your  cool 
And  moon-like  beauty,  bore  you  to  the  shade 
Of  this  most  silent,  most  sequestered  glade. 
But  ne'er  slaked  he  the  tumult  of  his  drouth 
Upon  your  eyelids,  or  upon  your  mouth, 
But  'wildered  by  the  burden  of  your  scorn, 
Slew  that  he  loved,  and  after  died  forlorn, 
But  still  he  droops  imploringly  above 
Your  glimm'ring  whiteness,  stammering  his  love  ; 
And  still  you  draw  your  quivering  golden  hair 
About  you  in  an  amaranthine  snare. 
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The  Oaks. 

life 

HINE  Ancestors  were  shaped  to  the  roar 
Of  pre-diluvian  monsters,  when  the  floor 
Of  Earth  was  in  the  making,  and  the  great 
White  Lords  of  Flame  laid  hands  immaculate 
Upon  the  World.     What  wealth  of  Silent  Nights- 
Made  eloquent  with  pageantry  of  lights 
Cloud-interlaced,  and  shadows  meetly  worn 
As  sombre  jewels — have  thy  fathers  borne 
Upon  their  senses?     How  with  vague  surmise, 
Beheld  the  splendour  of  the  midnight  skies. 
How  drawn  the  stately  rhythm  of  the  stars 
Into  their  branches  ;  and  like  Hoary  Czars 
Wistfully  brooding  o'er  primeval  lands, 
How  smiled  to  feel  the  moonlight  on  their  hands. 
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The  Cypress  CroVe. 

!  I  HAVE  heard  the  raven  cry  o' nights 

The  owlet  scream,  and  low  the  Aconites 

Unholy  muttering  of  poison  hid 

Beneath  her  hood.     And  I  have  raised  the  lid 

Of  many  a  grave,  with  vacant  horror'd  moan, 

To  see  the  great  Night- Spiders  hairy  grown 

Crawl  out.     The  moon  hangs  breathless  in  the  sky, 

The  shadows  sinister  and  watchful  lie 

As  they  have  lain  for  centuries.     To-night 

The  blood  of  Murdered  Florentines  with  weight 

Of  anguish  shrieks  aloud  for  Vengence  dire. 

And  pools  of  moonlight  gleam  with  ghostly  fire, 

And  Earth-bound  Spirits  impotently  sigh, 

And  Perished  Lovers  weep  incessantly. 
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The  Willow  at  Magdalen  Bridge, 

rm 

AD  Lady  of  the  Stream !     Your  beauty  dips 
Magnificently  slender  from  your  hips, 
So  may  your  dangling  gem-embroidered  sleeves 
Behold  themselves  in  spell  their  mirror  weaves, 
And  you  may  tender  mournfully,  the  tips 
Of  your  pale  fingers  to  the  river's  lips — 
Whisper  your  sorrow 'd  musings,  soft  and  low, 
Of  all  sad  maids  and  men  who  die,  nor  know 
The  Dreaming  of  Great  Dreams,  the  regal  sip 
And  clinging  yield  of  some  beloved  lip. 
O  never  on  the  breast  o'  earth,  I  ween, 
Were  hands  so  fragile,  or  were  robes  so  green, 
Were  starred  eyes  so  pensive  and  so  grey, 
So  weary  with  the  burden  of  the  day. 
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To  the  Cedar. 

is, 

LOVED  you  somewhat  in  the  days  of  old, 
When  I  was  Vivian,  and  King  Arthur's  bold 
And  stalwart  knights  kept  court  in  Camelot ; 
For  you  were  Merlin,  and  in  faery  grot 
Day  followed  Day,  while  sweet  forgetfulness 
Of  worlds  beside  abode  in  our  caress, 
There  mid  the  riot  of  old  vellumed  store 
And  all-illumined  cabalistic  lore. 
O  Wizard  Sweet !     Ere  charm  of  woven  pride 
Enchained  you  thus,  beloved,  would  I  had  died, 
For  now  this  brain  of  mine  can  ne'er  unwind 
The  magic  word  which  might  the  spell  unbind. 
And  oak-surrounded  must  you  ever  sleep 
And  I  must  wake  and  weep — and  wake — and  weep. 
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The  Ash. 
*&> 

ERCHANCE  you  heard  a  noise  of  opening  flowers, 
A  whispering  of  sickled  moons,  of  showers 
Grown  soft,  and  warm,  and  exquisite  with  touch 
Of  April's  budded  feet.     O  there  was  much 
To  make  your  spirit  run  in  swift  delight, 
To  all  its  thousand  windows.     Lo !     The  white 
And  fragile  Dawn,  the  springed,  hazed  Dawn, 
Riding  the  shoulders  of  the  "Dancing  Faun," 
How  hast  thou  watched  her  toying  with  the  dew? 
Weaving  the  river-mist  into  a  new 
And  opal-studded  robe  for  Day  to  wear ; 
Her  golden  comb  a-down  the  willow's  hair 
Drawing  with  long  and  most  entrancing  hands, 
Noosing  the  stars,  to  deck  their  glimmering  strands. 
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The  Larches. 

Y  Sisters !     You  are  taller  than  my  dreams ! 
Taller  than  all  the  World  ;  ever  it  seems 
You  live  among  the  rainbows,  wantoning 
With  waves  of  virile  splendour ;  rioting 
From  Dawn  to  Dusk  .  .  .  My  Sisters,  have  I  seen, 
The  linnets  robe  you  in  their  plumage  green? 
Or  have  I  drained  too  eagerly  some  fay- 
Enchanted  bowl?     I  know  not  .  .  .  O  this  Day  ! 
This  day  of  wet  and  shining  laurel  leaves, 
Of  sunlight  swinging  over  roofs  and  eaves, 
This  day  of  beating  hearts,  of  gold  and  grey, 
Of  Silences.     This  dancing  April  day!  .  .  . 
0  Spring,  I  scarce  can  bear  thy  honey'd  smart  1 
Almost  I  dread  the  beating  of  my  heart. 
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The  Acacia. 

FAINT  with  dread  of  thee,  Enchantress  pale ! 
Dread  of  thy  webbed  seductiveness,  thy  frail 
Unhallowed  beauty,  almost  couldst  thou  drink 
My  soul,  with  all  thy  loveliness.     So  sink 
My  poised  brain,  by  deeply-conscious  will 
That  I  had  rather  stretch  me.,  languor-still, 
Within  thine  arms,  than  skim  imperious  o'er 
The  fair  unbending  corn,  the  ocean  floor  ; 
Or  taste  the  dripped  nectar  of  the  bee 
Basking  with  mermaids  by  some  charmed  sea. 
And  thou,  like  Circe  might  with  chaunting  spell 
Transform  me  to  some  monster  dark  and  fell, 
Or  choke  me  with  thine  intertissued  veil. 
I  faint  with  dread  of  thee  !     Enchantress  pale  ! 
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"I  Am." 

HEY   Death  !     Unsolved   engulf ment !     Into   which 

Our  lives  move  velvet-footed  day  by  day, 

No  matter  how  our  paths  may  deviate, 

All  meet,  and  mingle  in  the  same  highway. 

And  mighty  rivers  though  they  wind  and  twist, 

Into  the  ocean,  green,  mysterious,  dark, 

Must  one  day  pour  the  fullness  of  their  sweets, 

As  surely  as  the  bullet  finds  its  mark. 

And  though  our  ways  be  set  on  sunny  heights, 

Or  shrouded  in  a  sordid  night  of  gloom, 

A  skinny  finger  writes  upon  the  path 

The  words  which  bind  us  ever  to  the  tomb. 

And  after  all  why  should  we  fear  it  so? 

How  can  we  fear  it  when  we  see  around 

The  vast  economy  which  wraps  the  world, 

And  puts  each  fragment  to  a  use  profound? 

The  dewdrop  which  with  idle  hand  we  shake 

From  off  the  curling  lashes  of  the  rose, 

Will  re-evaporated,  swell  the  tide, 

Or  cool  some  torrid  desert  to  repose. 

The  blown  seed  covered  by  the  flying  sand 

Will  be  full  soon  a  thing  of  form  and  grace  ; 

The  fallen  oak-leaf  helps  the  violet  grow, 

And  she  in  turn  her  perfume  sends  thro'  space. 

Production  and  Absorption,  on  they  go, 

In  ever-growing,  ever-rising  round. 

Incongruous  shapes  slowly  become  extinct, 

And  finer  forms  spring  up  to  fill  their  ground. 

Even  the  flowers,  I  ween,  are  fairer  now 

Than  when  beloved  Omar  sang  his  lay, 
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Advancement  fills  the  very  air  we  breathe, 
And  wafts  each  minute  atom  up  the  way. 

What  of  the  World  of  Thought,  if  it  be  true 

The  destiny  of  Matter  is  so  high? 

Shall  it  not  follow  on  the  same  broad  lines 

To  ultimate  perfection  bye  and  bye? 

Surely !  thro'  Nature's  vast  constituency, 

Tho'  wars  may  rage  and  croaking  tongues,  dismay 

The  giants  of  the  olden  days  were  dwarfs 

Beside  the  men  who  live  and  fight  to-day. 

For  look !     Thro'  the  colossal  realms  of  thought 

The  same  great  economic  laws  hold  good 

Which  govern  Matter,  for  the  two  are  bound 

As  closely  as  the  bark  is  to  the  wood. 

From  each  small  thought  springs  up  a  little  deed, 

Or  word  to  influence  the  deeds  of  those 

We  meet  upon  the  way,  and  even  so, 

Thought  gives  to  thought  as  rose  gives  unto  rose. 

And  passing  thro'  each  new  experience 

We  gradually  learn  to  draw  the  best 

From  everything,  and  give  it  forth  again, 

And  all  that  is  unworthy  place  to  rest. 

And  that  mysterious  essence,  called  the  soul, 
That  super-consciousness  which  ever  cries 
Above  the  roar  of  multitudes  "  I  am  " 
In  thunderous  exaltation  to  the  skies, 
How  shall  it  fare  when  Death  falls  on  our  lids 
Heavy  with  sleepless  nights,  and  sorrow  sore? 
When  these  our  hands  lie  motionless  and  still, 
And  the  accustomed  ways  we  tread  no  more? 
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"lis  very  certain  that  as  leaf  and  thought 

It  has  a  vast  continuance  somewhere. 

We  may  have  come  from  other  mighty  spheres, 

And  passed  through  many  a  strange  existence  there. 

Though  now  forgotten  as  our  .babyhood 

Still  on  the  wind  of  memory  is  blown 

A  vague  remembering  wisdom,  deep  distilled 

From  all  the  love  and  sorrow  we  have  known. 

This  memory  enables  us  to  tell 

The  noble  from  the  mean,  our  friends,  our  foes, 

Thus  are  we  prone  to  strange  unreasoning  fears, 

And  loves,  and  aspirations,  and  to  woes. 

Then  let  us  turn  our  faces  to  the  sun 

Of  Evolution,  and  with  head  held  high 

Believe  that  Death  holds  nothing  we  need  fear ; 

'Tis  but  a  passing  on  from  sky  to  sky, 

Surely  the  Power  which  guides  the  Universe 

And  from  the  dark  permitted  us  to  draw 

Or  reawake  our  present  consciousness, 

Will  by  the  workings  of  the  self-same  law 

Grant  that  we  gather  to  ourselves  again 

Bodies  more  fine,  more  exquisite,  more  vast ; 

For  lo !     The  Hands  which  hold  us  are  as  kind, 

As  all-encircling  as  in  the  past. 

It  is  the  simple  truths  which  lift  us  up, 

What  tho'  the  churchly  props  should  fall  away? 

For  after  all  they  are  but  as  the  beads 

On  which  our  infancy  has  learned  to  say 

"  Twice  one  are  two."     What  matter  then  if  they 

Like  war-worn  warriors  to  their  slumbers  pass? 

We  shall  arise,  unscathed,  and  with  a  smile 

Rebuild  religion  from  a  blade  of  grass. 
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